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post it. | appreciate the help she gives me, especially as | don\'t write about some of her favorite bands. 
Anyway, here it is. Kind of experimental, and may some day end up a part of a larger fic. We\'ll see. 


His chin was lifted up, and a hot mouth descended on his own. He didn't fight it, what would be the point? 
Besides, the kiss was gentle at first, and he almost began to hope that it would soon be over. An arm snaked 
around the back of his head, and his mouth was savaged. He almost choked on the tongue being forced down 
his throat, whimpered a protest as he struggled to get away. 


It didn't work. He was too well pinned to make a successful effort. Instead, he was released, and he sat there 


blinking in confusion, licking his lips and exploring the rising bruise. Cold eyes watched him, a wry twist to the 


sneer playing across the face below them. Waiting. 


Don't think about that now. Don't think about it ever. No point. Nothing changed; it was best just to ignore it, 


and move on. 


In a sudden flurry of activity, he made to rise but chill fingers clamped around his wrist, and pulled him back. 
He winced at the pain; his wrist felt like it was on the edge of snapping. 


"Where you going?" came a sibilant whisper, like dry parchment. 


‘lm going for a pack of cigarettes." He eyed the carton across the room, craving the calming effect of nicotine 
in his lungs. "Do you mind?" 


Flippant, as if he didn't give a shit about the implications of everything that went down. 

"Yes." 

Yanked back onto the couch, he held himself still as a hand went to his throat, and he fought against the rising 
tide of panic inside of him. A thumb pressed hard against the corner of his jaw as the fingers squeezed 
against his windpipe, forcing his head this way and that. Those eyes stared him down but he took little notice, 
too busy wondering how he was going to breathe. 

Then he was free, with as much warning as he got when he was captured. Careful to keep his movements 
slow, he got up again and got the precious cigarettes. Tamped them against his wrist. Peeled off the cellophane. 
Tapped one out with the expertise of a long confirmed smoker, and placed the cylinder of paper and tobacco in 
his mouth. It was a ritual, as familiar as breathing, and as comforting as bare steel to throat. The lighter 
grated, and the hiss of the flame did nothing to ease his disquiet. Nothing ever would. 

He inhaled that first breath of smoke, and released it with a soft, drawn out sigh. "You can't keep me here 
forever," he said, taking a second drag. The nicotine took care of the jonesing, but did nothing to settle his 
nerves. 

"Can't |?" 

"Life goes on, you know." 

"Not always," came the reply. 

"What do you mean?" 


"Nobody lives forever." 


Drag, exhale, terror warring with desperation, with lust and regret. Love fought hate, and hysteria threatened 


to overtake them all. He didn't so much as twitch an eye; better to crush it into oblivion, and shove it out of 


the way where it can do no damage. Better not to let him see you sweat. 


But in the silence of his mind, he screamed. 


